BUGLE SONG

Ilustrated Song Number 45

HE words of this famous song were taken from Tennyson's “The Princess,” and the music was
composed by John Leiphot Hatton. The latter made his mark in music by devoting himself
largely to small works, particularly to part-songs, such as this. Indeed, he is one of the greatest
authorities on part-sonz writing. Some of his best-known music was for vanous pans of
Shakespeare s play=. including “Macbeth,” “Richard II.,” “The Merchant of Venice,” “King Lear,”
and “Much Ado about Nothing.” He visited America in the middle of the last century.

Allegro moderato.
1st TENoR. f

From

= Sew ey ol N jeesyem——rmea—ee—u T‘?“:‘.“:_T_t‘_“.._ g —— s ————
G > B S i s = = e = ) A Ty = B
E BT I _.L_JL e Lt ¥ _f__-g__E_.___:—__
3 _ Yy i —————— e e e e - — g — o —
1. The splendor fulls on cas-tle  walls, Andsnow-y summits, old in  sto-ry. Thelonglizht
24 Texoe. [ &
P —— = e — E casslis | as 1 ) = y - _—_S__*_-- —
&.ﬁ’ﬂi e o o B e e i o e s Vi st s £ s s ety 5 e e s ity
: #8981 U UF, & #_+F S T s e
S —_————w— . - g —g——— N ———— = s - ———
1. The splendor fulls on ecas-tle  walls, Audsnow-y summits, old in  sto-ry. The long light
st Bass. f — — — =
T s i X e e & e == 8 —9-+p S0 = I=e———
S S e 7 e o [ e A L i [ L—_’_"_‘_';____].;._‘. |Ce—— e s e e
S —— ——— * ¢ E [T A e L
1. The splendor fulis on cas-tle  walls, Andsnow-y summits, old in  sto-ry. Thelong light
2([ Bass ‘f — —
T ) T S ) L S S i e Y} SR o s e s e : |
%ﬁ%l ek e e e S S e i it B e ! i = 2 ¥ —:’;f--:fi:g
L —— o — ————— ———— - —— P —— P — # —_— -

a Drawing by WLADYSLAW T. BENDA

THE splendor falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old in story:
The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.
O HARK, O hear! how thin and clear,

And thinner, cleaer, farther going!
O sweet and far from cliff and scar,
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, lei us hear the purple glens replying:
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.
LOVE, they die in yon rich sky,

O They faint on hill or field or nver:
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying.
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.




